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The Triumph of a Weakness
By J. M. A.

D
INNER was over and the family had
scattered to the various parts of the

house. Mother was restoriiij>' the

dining-room to a semblance of its

former self, and Helen, her blooming-

daughter, was making valiant efforts to have

some small hand in this great task. There was

music in the air and as far as seehig and hear-

ing went, harmonious progress was very much

in evidence. The men folks had retired to the

living room. Mr. Kenmore sat in a large easy

chair smoking a cigar as he scanned the eve-

ning paper. At the opposite end of the large

oak centre table in a rather uncertain posture

reclined Frank, his only son. There was little

in his present condition to aid one in forming

an idea of his appearance. The only bright

feature was that made by the glaring light that

fell on his open magazine from the beautifully

decorated desk lamp. There was, however,

eju)ugh to warrant the guess that he was rather

tall and well set up—else why the snug ccnn-

posure in so spacious a chair, and seeming iiu-

pertinence of parts that were loyal supporters.

A casual stir as he flicked the ashes from his

cigarette was the only response to the uneasy

rustle of his father's paper. After a more

careful scrutiny of an item that seemed to have

more than passing interest Mr. Kenmore leaned

forward a little, revealing the crimson impress

of silver years, and the silence was suddenly

broken.

"Well, well, what do you think of that for

spunk? Jack Brent luis won aiu)ther case.

That lad is certaiidy determined to go ahead.

I take my hat off to "him. When a fellow over-

comes the handicaps he has had to face, and

just clings on, he deserves all the credit in the

world. I remember him starting out for law

the same time as yourself. 1 asked him one

day how he was going to maiuige it, and he

told me he had secured a j)osition in a lawyer's

office and would attend class in the evening.

That must be pretty hard on a young fellow

and 1 for one admire his perseverance."

This was rather interesting news for more
than one reason. Jack was (|uite a favorite at

the Kenmore home. To Frank it had a deeper

significance—it served better than anything
else to bring him to a realization that he too

must within the short space of three niontlis

face the State Examiners for admission to the
Bar. Now his past remissness flooded in on
him and overwhelmed him with a sense of im-

potence and remorse. True he had met all tlui

requirements of the university, but this meant
little to a man of his ability. Much as he
would have preferred it otherwise, he kncAV
only too well solid knowledge and not su]K'r-

ficial glibness were all essential when lie canu'

to face this test. Besides he could never be
satisfied with just "getting by" though he was
hardly anxious to pay tlie price of being a

leader.

Helen came in to interrupt his rinniiuitions

with a confident: "Just wait a few more
months and Ave '11 see who's who in the courts.

You know Avhere to find a good secrc'tarv,

Frank. '

'

"Now, Helen," interposed Mrs. Kemucre
from the dining room, "just give a littU^ more
time to your lessons, and ])('rhaps Frank Avill

consider you."
Silence reigned, and the inner regret

burned only Ihe deeper, for Frank reali-ced

that he had to contend with the exjiectation

and trust of those Avho nutans most to him.

"But, Avhy sit and dream—why not get
busy? Well, the evening is long. Besides it is

not the best thing in the Avorld to study so soon
after a hearty nu'al. Just seven-thirty. A
little stroll Avill clear my brain—and incident-
ally my depression.

"

Such were the thoughts that possessed him,
and they felt (piite at home, too, for they were
not at all on strange ground.

Crushing the life out of the short end of the
third cigarette, Frank unraveled himself, stood
up, and rapidly surveying the shadowy ]H'e-

cincts moved towards the hall. He (luickly
donned his hat and coat. As he buttoned it

and adjusted the belt he returned to say:
"I'll be back in an hour or so."
The door took care of itself, and as the gate

clicked Frank stood \uuleteruuued avIi ether he


